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like the parting of the hair of darkness,
the struggle of existence
like the dwindled winter-river
between the sandy banks.
Half a moment
in the endless time;
a cowardly song, on either side
of the intestines of the abyss;
the invisible hatred
in the blind eyes of the sky;
the hide-and-seek game
of the bloody evening lights
of birth and death
for a moment;
then, everything is darkness,
spread around;
when a stone,
thrown to the sky above
stops in the empty void,
(the heaven of Thrishanku28)
while trying to come down;
agony for a moment
then, a fall, then, a sleep.
Life is a moment
in the endless time.
Here, difficult is the judgement
about right and wrong
and action alone
glorifies a man.
Every word that is not yours,
is the word of Satan,
a piercing arrow
in the heart of the traveller,
standing at crossroads.
Your ghost only is behind you
and your voice